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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N: This is a story that is AU. It is basically that the whole Maze and Scorch and Death Cure were what was going on in Thomas's head as he was in a coma. The dialogue and people will be based on real people he knows in life, and sometimes the things people say to him in real life will transfer into his universe. Thomas and Newt are fourteen. Hope you like it!**

Thomas screamed as he fell.

He wasn't proud of it - he was sure he sounded like a girl - but the sheer terror taking over his brain as he plummeted from the three-story apartment building was more powerful than his pride. Someone screamed his name, and he twisted around in mid-air to look. He landed on his arm, and his head smacked the ground hard. Everything, including his best friend Newton Isaac Matthew's voice, faded into a blissful black sleep.

* * *

><p>"No, no, no, no," Newt mumbled to himself as he ran down Thomas's apartment stairs two at a time. He'd already called the ambulance and could hear the faint sounds of sirens already, but he wanted to see Tommy. He couldn't be dead, he couldn't. . .<p>

Newt arrived at the door and burst out into the blinding sunlight, skidding to a halt and dropping to his knees beside his best friend. Blood had pooled underneath Thomas's head, and his arm was shattered, lying limply underneath his bruised frame. Newt felt his eyes begin to tear up as he stated at Thomas's face.

"Hey, Tommy." Newt reached for Thomas's hand, squeezing it as if to give him some comfort in whatever he was dealing with.

"I - I'd really like it if you'd wake up," Newt continued, the tears falling faster now. "Come on, Tommy, you and I were going to the park, remember? You can't just leave me here!"

Newt squeezed his eyes shut. "Please, Tommy, please, you gotta wake up! Please!"

The sirens were almost here. They would take him away. Newt screamed, a sound of pain and anger and frustration, and suddenly Tommy wasn't there anymore. He was alone on the sidewalk with a patch of bloodstained grass. The ambulance sirens were getting further and further away, and Newt shakily stood up.

"Newt!" Oh. Oh no.

"Chuck." Newt turned around to face Thomas's seven-year-old brother.

"I heard loud noises, like someone screaming. What happened? Where's Thomas?"

Newt knelt down so he could look Chuck in the eyes. "Your brother got hurt. They're taking him to the hospital now. Can you go get your parents?"

"What happened to him?" Chuck's eyes were wide.

"He was up on the roof and slipped," Newt said. "Now, Chuck, your parents."

Newt watched with a heavy heart as Chuck ran full speed inside their apartment.

''He'll die if you die, Tommy. You can't leave us. . ." Newt whimpered before curling up into a ball and crying hard. Large, wet sobs wracked his body, and that's how Thomas's parents found him.


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N: Thanks to Kylee1104, kira1525, thepandabella, Miu l'Ornithorynque, and SetrakusRa666 ****for reviewing/following/favoriting!**

**fadingshadowss - Minho will arrive next chapter, stay tuned! Thanks for your support!**

**Dark Raven - Why, thank you! I hope this one lives up to your expectations!**

He woke with a start. His eyes snapped open, and immediately closed as he groaned from the bright light of the room. Scratchy fabric surrounded him, and his mind felt fuzzy. Someone started yelling, and then there were loud noises and talking and people were talking and poking and stabbing needles into his arms, and he just wanted it to stop. Tubes and wires streamed from various locations on his upper body, including a tube in his throat. He tried to speak, but his mouth wouldn't work. He didn't know how long he drifted in and out of consciousness, but finally every noise came in at a sharper focus, like adjusting the tuner on a radio. An odd sensation spread through his body as a tube was removed from his throat. His mouth still wouldn't work, so he settled for groaning again.

"Tom?"

No.

No. It can't be. She's dead -

Wait. No, she isn't. She's Teresa, my best friend, she's not dead!

_A large chunk of stone detaches from the ceiling, falling toward him at a remarkably fast pace._

Thomas groaned for the third time. His memories were getting mixed up, and he didn't know which were real and which weren't.

_Teresa slams into him, shoving him away._

She's here, though. She's talking to me. I just have to open my eyes and see her.

_He leaves her crushed under the slab of rock as she tries to finish her last words. He's abandoned her._

He snaped his eyes open, ignoring the stabbing pains behind them. Doctors and nurses crowded around his bed, looking at monitors and changing the IV bags. He wasn't looking at them, however. His eyes scanned the small, white hospital room, and sure enough, Teresa's pale face stared back at him. She noticed him looking and her face lit up with a smile so big Thomas was surprised it fit on her face.

"Tom!" She looked as if she wanted to hug him, but she held back. He still couldn't talk, but he tried with all his heart to tell her that he was ok with his eyes.

"All vitals stable, and you seem to be recovering well." The nurse nearest to him smiled. Thomas gasped involuntarily as he read her nametag.

Nurse Brenda's face drew together in concern.

"Are you ok?" She asked, stroking back his hair to feel his forehead in a motherly gesture.

"F-fine," he choked out. The word felt like sandpaper in his throat.

"Thomas, your friends and family are out here to see you," a random nurse said, poking her head inside the room. Thomas realized Teresa had pulled up a chair and was holding his hand. Also, besides Brenda, they were alone.

Thomas sighed. His mind was mixed up and messed up, and he needed to sort this out.

"Send them in," he muttered.


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N: Thanks to alanarossy for reviewing/following/favoriting!**

**Dark Raven - Here we go! Hope the reactions are worthwhile!**

Teresa left as three people walked in the door.

A woman, her hair as dark as Thomas's, her eyes full of tears, ran to him, enveloping him in a warm embrace.

_Mom._

A man, his hair light brown, but with Thomas's dark eyes, stood next to the woman, an arm around her shoulders as she sobs.

_Dad._

And a short, pudgy, curly-haired boy smiled at him with the biggest smile and screamed his name, and Thomas himself had to keep from screaming in disbelief and joy.

_Chuck._

Chuck.

Mom.

Dad.

Thomas remembered. He remembered his parents and his brother and his life. His parents weren't dead. Chuck wasn't dead.

_Chuck screams, jumping in front of a knife cartwheeling through the air towards his chest._

Thomas moaned in agony as a throbbing pain appeared behind his eyes again.

_The boy falls to the ground, screaming and convulsing, blood seeping from the wound._

Thomas ground his palms into his temples, hoping the image would leave.

_Thomas, yelling and cursing in rage, punches every inch of Gally's face he could see._

"Are you okay, honey?" Thomas's mom asked, concerned. "Should I call the nurse?"

_Minho and Newt drag him away, leaving Chuck behind as Thomas screams and fights, yelling that he promised._

The image faded and the hospital came back into focus.

"Thomas?" his dad asked

"I'm fine," he whispered hoarsely. "What the shuck happened?"

"What did you say?" Chuck asked.

"Where am I and why?" Thomas demanded, his voice growing steadily in volume and strength.

"You slipped, honey, don't you remember?" His mother's face changed to something like horror. "Do you know who we are?"

"Mom. Dad. Chuck," he answered. "And. . . I slipped?"

"Off the roof," his dad explained. "You were in a coma for at least six months. We were starting to get worried."

Everyone hugged him again, relief flooding their features that he remembered.

"Everyone else wants to see you," Chuck said.

"Everyone?"

"Yeah. Y'know, Alby, Newt, Minho, Teresa." At the last name Chuck smirked. "Your girlfriend."

"What?" Thomas exclaimed. "I - I don't -"

"Relax, Thomas," his mom said. "Chuck's only teasing, right, Chuck?" Thomas shot Chuck a glare for freaking him out so badly.

"We can catch up with you later," his mother said. "Your friends are out of their minds with worry. We love you Thomas, we're so glad you're okay." She smiled again, and kissed his forehead.

"I love you too, mom."

As soon as the door closed behind them, it flew open again, revealing a blonde-haired boy in the door frame.

"Tommy!"

There was no mistaking the accent.

_"I hated the place Tommy."_

No. not now.

_"Kill me! Do it! Kill me before I become one of them!"_

Minho's face appeared in the doorway next to Newt.

_Thomas pulls the trigger. Newt's body jerks, then rolls limp off of him as he runs, trying to escape, trying to run as far as possible from what he'd done to his friend._

"Tommy?" Newt and Minho were right by the bed now.

Thomas jerked around his head to look at them. Both of them started in surprise.

"You're dead," he said bluntly to Newt. The Brit's face scrunched up in confusion, while Minho asked, "What the heck is wrong with you?"

Thomas rubbed his eyes, saying, "sorry. I'm sorry, I just -"

Newt sat down in Teresa's vacant chair, staring at Thomas intently. "You ok?"

"Yes," Thomas lied.

"Tell me everything." Newt leaned back in the chair. "I've got time."

"if I'm going to tell you everything," Thomas began, "I'm going to need more people in here than just you guys."

A/N: Writing this on a iPod is very hard.


End file.
